THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

That his old deserts naught such were, that he

only

Of all doughty of Geats the grief should be bearing,
Sink at strife.    Unto us shall one sword be, one

helm,

One byrny and shield, to both of us common.
Through  the slaughter-reek waded  he  then,

bare his war-helm                                        2660

To the finding his lord, and few words he quoth :

O Beowulf the dear, now do thee all well,
As thou in thy youthful life quothest of yore,
That naught wouldst thou let, while still thou

wert living,
Thy glory fade out.    Now shalt thou of deeds

famed,
The atheling of single heart, with all thy main

deal

For the warding thy life, and to stay thee I will.
Then after these words all wroth  came the

Worm,

The dire guest foesome, that second of whiles
With fire-wellings flecked, his foes to go look on,
The loath men.    With flame was lightly then

burnt up                                                       2671

The board to the boss, and might not the byrny
To the warrior the young frame any help yet.
But so the young man under shield of his kinsman